196                   THOSE   WILD   WEST   INDIES
pamdo is a doubles match and usually consists of thirty-five
points. There are two callow youths in blue shirts and two
equally pasty ones in white* The tourist is invited to bet on
one of the two colours* Either one. It doesn't matter a
particle. For the bookies cannot accept a wager unless they
can find someone in the audience to take the other end. All
they get out of it is a straight ten per cent cut from the
winning tickets.
Now the game is about to start. One of the boys in blue
has the ball. He jazzes it around in his wicker scoop for a
second, bounces it once or twice appraisingly, then, his back
to the serving wall, he abruptly scoops it up in the long basket
strapped on his hand, whirls, projects it against the distant
wall with all the force of his elongated arm. The impact is
crisp as new money. Back it comes, only to be stopped
handily by white who reaches for it recklessly and sends it
back in a sure, swift backhand gesture, infinitely graceful.
Blue advances and takes it on the ricochet, succeeding in
returning it only by prostrating himself flat on the court.
This brings an involuntary, ecstatic whoop from the body
tourist up in the box seats which unnerves white who there-
upon fumbles. Score one for blue.
Whoops ! Blue's ahead. We bet on blue fellers. Not bad
pickers for little old Omaha., eh fellers ? Guess we know our
High life what ?
In .the orderly processes of time the battle wages back and
forth, five and five, ten and ten, even twenty-five and twenty-
five, the game growing in pace and sound effects with every
tantaT or point, until finally the tourist is worked up into a
froth, a frenzy, and his blood, hot enough under normal
conditions of Bacardi and lime, now bubbles like a sulphur
bath.
Blue wins the next point. One of the players in white
gpcovels on the court and howls dismally up his basket.
Yah says Omaha.
JKrie to ten on white inkles a bookie in a red beret,
Whazzat?   Nine to ten on white?   Taken.
"WMte wins the next point.